Broken People 13 
~OR~ 
GOD, PAIN & SUICIDE 
Also deciphered & cracked biblical stories 


Grab your goodies hit AB and let’s go. Pain and suicide are bed partners like Bill Clinton and 
Monica Lewenski but not in a good way, I tell ya. Monica did very good things. Bill still has a smile 
on his face that even Stronger Than Dirt Mr. Clean cannot wash off; Monica rocks. No wonder 
Hillary is pissed at Bill. She is envious. I suffer constant pain from toxic military exposures Uncle 
Sam awarded me during Vietnam and Cold War eras handling Bioweapon, toxic chemicals, nuclear 
weapons, and delivery platforms. Plus whatever prototype injections they shot into us as human lab 
rats. Covid Vaxxers can you read my lips? ***** My little brother died of this same shit for the same 
reasons. It is horrible; just ask any one of the millions of ex-military, abandoned, Agent Orange 
victims. Those sots in Mideast wars get far worse than what we got in the good old days of Vietnam 
and Cold War. We grow fewer in number from languishing, suffering and dying alone because US 
government and VA ignore us, deny our pain, and our problems covering up liability not only to it but 
the companies that manufactured those horrible weapons to use on live people. Do not get up about it, 
the new ‘Turks’ generation of GI’s are now on line. MONEY IN THIS CASE IS ROOT TO ALL 
OUR SUFFERING. We had no idea what was that stuff, no safe handling instructions, MSDS or 
safety equipment. US legal system is ordered stand down about this issue. Milk WW2 asbestos lawsuit 
claims but leave toxic exposures alone. This one is beyond behemoth spanning the world. VA is US 
government’s version of OSHA and workers comp, which is a kangaroo adjudication system antithesis 
of justice in Satan’s courts, which means a total fraud and FUBAR so dirty normal tort and criminal 
legal systems refuse to get near that smell lest wade into it. WE SUFFER FROM MISUSED MONEY 
AS A TOOL TO DESTROY INSTEAD OF TO HELP OUR SUFFERING AND DYING. 


This shit hurts big time. Suicide to end the pain, YES! I have unsuccessfully tried many times 
until the Old Man sent a message off heaven’s mobile ‘Bat Phone:’ “stop this non-sense; you are not 
going anywhere until completing your tasks, and no one leaves there without owner permission.’ 
A contract is a contract and those Luciferian Faustian OfficeMax boiler plate rags that Satan peddles 
pale in contrast with the ass kicking you will get breaking one from me, Binky. Binky! God called me 
Binky? You prick. You Prick! How dare you, you Prick! Okay, I give, Uncle, Uncle Ben’s Rice, I 
give already. But can you do something about this pain except VA, butt plugs, whips, chains, the 
Tower of Power & screams and narcotics already. This shit hurts. Binky! God calls me Binky? And 
god said, ‘that is good.’ “I gotta get your mind off that pain somehow,’ God barked out the Bat Phone 
from heaven before he hung up on me again. That only proves god has a heart after all instead of 
thumping gizzard. I am touched, ***sniff, sniff*. 

US veterans in serious pain are a large segment of the 100 veterans literally killing selves daily 
ending our pain because of abandonment by VA and America profiting from vet suicide and suffering. 


Alert, special buttercup Americans are dying from this too. These chemicals and such were 
also used in mainland USA and are still being handed to you in the daily items consumed, and just like 
we vets did not know it back when you do not know it now, either. The socialists keep those chicken 
little conspiracy nuts around screaming population reduction as red herrings away from what is really 
going on, They and their mad scientists are using this planet as a giant lab rat experimentation facility 
‘Earth Lab 666’ as it were developing nasty things to impress their friends at the next James Bond 
Exhibition as Dr. Strangelove wannabes. Then these fools use that stuff on each other playing good 


spy bad spy during parties at the Whitehouse. These birds know Mother Nature’s game: if she gets 
pissed at a species acting a fool, poof, all gone, then she just recreates a better batch of it. The 
Universe has the same attitude. So, hey we monkey’s are disposable, alterable, removable and 
replaceable at the wave of a Universe’s or Mother Nature’s hand. Their motto is: I made your sorry 
asses; I can take you out and make a be-jillion more like you except with blue eyes, a tan, blonde hair 
and all beefcake men this time. Thank you Dr. Frankenfurter for that idea. No women this time to 
cause so much fucking trouble. That last batch was Lucifer’s troublemaking idea, now I see why. 
Karma paid him back for that boner. He remains locked up dressed in a hair shirt with Thorazine drips 
in stereo drooling on self at the Crackerbox Palace after inheriting the Sultan’s unruly Harem from his 
uncle Khomeini who stiffed the Sultan on an oil deal. That fixed the prick. Lucifer you and those 
goddamned brain storms. Install storm shutters next time and put a sock in your idea pie hole. 


Your fucked up socialist government hates you. So does America’s medical industry. The 
single most area American medicine sucks at is pain control especially to the sick, suffering and dying. 
That is largely due to your fucked up government’s control of it by drug Czars. Czar is an interesting 
term, a , employed in Washington DC....are the dimwit, ah-ha lights 
warming up, Binky? Look up the term coup d’etat for more information about what has been going on 
for over 90 years in America while Americans slept under bread, wine and circus tents sent to America 
from Russia with Love. Actually, included in that love letter is with love from the gang, as in ‘gang 
bang:’ and the players are - China, Russia, N. Korea, Vietnam, and a host of other communist people 
who hate far more about the US than our guts and lousy beer. 


Modern Medicine claims while hiding behind her fears of DC PTB taking away its permission 
and script pad conning and fucking over we the sheeple for massive profits and other toys that it 
kowtows to those Czar powers. Citing reasons that we might get addicted to drugs if it gives them to 
us for chronic and terminal pain. The shit that it prescribes and gives to us in place of effective and 
good drugs are placebos to keep sufferers in their offices paying outrageous fees funding their hot and 
cold dripping male and female hookers, tropical villas, Rolls Royce’s, Mansions, and other perks of 
being a white coated god or goddess, aka priest or priestess with a Pharma script pad. The greedy 
bastards know if patients are not hurting they are not in MD offices paying them to get rich by 
mistreating suffering masses. 


Yo, US medicine, assholes, do not be surprised that if you keep this up American citizens 
begin copying veteran suicides on your door steps and in clinics to get your attention that they 
need real help. That will enlarge your assholes so that you can pull your heads out faster to 
address the problems that you created like VA has created for self. 


When people have nothing to lose, they get desperate and do desperate things. Just ask US 
Military about why it got an ass whipping in Afghanistan treading where even Russia now fears to 
step. Smart ass America thought going in after the Soviets would be a cakewalk. Soviets ran 
screaming back to USSR with no ass at all. Pussy America still bleeding out of it did so too. 


In the old BMT days — ‘basic military training’ 
as #1 golden rule. Now I dunna know, somewhere along the line US Military 
got a case of extreme dumb ass going into that war theater. People with nothing to lose are tough 
hombres, and mean business once pushed beyond their nice limits. The Soviets did that part for US. 
So America faced an already stirred and pissed hornets nest before the first American combat boot hit 
Afghan soil. 


I will give you a real life example. When I was young, a purple plum tree grew next to the 
house every summer. All the fruit rotted because every year orange wasps bigger than a golf ball built 
a paper wasp nest in that tree bigger than a large beach ball. That royally pissed off my mom. She 
was hot for those plums. Nobody ever got near that tree or that part of the house but once in learning 
to avoid it henceforth. They were mean bugs and stung hard like Texas scorpions except for one 
caveat; wasps fly in large numbers like fire ants. Talk about bad news, not even Hells Angels or Hell’s 
Sissies or Texas gators got near that house in summer. My poor mother in heaven still mumbles and 
babbles to self over me as her kid. She swore god cursed her, proper. Me too after having kids. 
Daemon in The Omen did not have shit on the stuff I did that my mom had the unholy luck of getting 
mixed up in at the wrong times. Just lucky I guess. 


Every year I would torment these things with a home made bow and arrow from a safe distance 
then run into the house and watch pissed off hornets buzzing all around that part of the house while 
observing safely out of a window located in proximity where they could not get me. The arrow stayed 
safely in the plum tree until dead of winter. I was not falling for that trap, nope the stork did not drop 
me off with a load of dirty diapers this morning, ya know. Well the last time I ever did that, at the 
exact moment I got safely inside to watch out of the window, mom walked around the other corner of 
the house with a can of bug spray in her hand. She never knew what hit her and forgot about those 
plums. However, the royally pissed wasps did not forget about her ass AND NAILED IT PROPER. 
What happened next remains a blur to me even to this day because I was laughing so hard. HOLY 
FUCKING WASP SHIT BAT MAN WHERE DID ALL THESE BUGS COME FROM 
WWAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!? T think, that is sorta, what mom screamed. I never saw my mom ever 
move that fast so it is very hard to say what were her exact words. Not even the night when she parted 
the dinner table like Moses parted the water in dragging my smart ass across it to face that wooden 
spoon. After that I learned to keep well out of her reach when inserting my smart ass into my stupid 
mouth at the wrong time. She taught me that, BTW but denied it to blame dad. Poor dad never knew 
what hit him. In Jesus’ time it was wooden crosses, in my era wooden spoons. THOSE FUCKING 
THINGS HURT WHEN IN MOM’S HANDS. She was a Jedi with a long handled wooden spoon 
from her kitchen arsenal. That’s another story altogether. When she discovered what I did, which 
was not hard to figure because I was still doubled over on the floor laughing at her with my 
incriminating home made bow on the floor next to me. She grabbed her mightiest, most feared, 
dreaded, and terrifying weapon from her kitchen: the long handled wooden spoon. I would’ve left the 
country but could not move, while bent double, on the floor, laughing at her. To say mom found no 
humor in this at all seriously understates that statement. Even the meanest Afghans, Indians and the 
buffaloes hid in the hills when she has that thing. I could not sit for two weeks when her bigheaded ass 
got finished whooping my ass proper with her wooden spoon. While she nursed a swollen head from 
wasp stings, I nursed a swollen ass from wooden spoon stings. An even trade though she never 
thought so. Have you ever heard people say that, ‘one day we will look back on this and laugh.” Me 
neither, but before she died we did have a good laugh about that boner. I think that comforts her 
during those uncontrollable mumbling spells that every parent eventually does after kids drive she or 
he bat shit crazy. 


I was a tough kid on mom. Her fantasies of ‘mother Mary and child,’ Madonna bullshit learned 
from the church did not rate with the real thing: me. She lost her religion and I proudly debauched her 
of that. The rest of my siblings only got this pecking order sloppy seconds, thirds, forth and fifth. 
Parenting is not for sissies. Mom was tough, very tough as a parent because I made her like that. My 
ass remains tough because she and her wooden spoon made it like that. I agree that, that was not an 
even trade. It is a miracle that she had any hair at all remaining on her premature graying head when I 


left home. Probably because I did so very early in life — I was hungry. When I became a parent, 
Karma made sure that I suffered in kind for my sins. Suffering parenthood was an understatement. 


I will tell you now that parenting and old age are not for sissies. 
Do not even try this at home until backed up against the wall 
screaming, ‘Damn the toilet seat, come and get me you bitches” 
while holding a ‘12-pk of Depends’ in each hand set on auto fire 
and a canister of Sure in your mouth with the pin pulled!! Do 
not even look at me...old age and parenting suck and are not for 
the sissy or pussified of heart. 


VA learned a century ago that it needed veterans to exist, so did a half-assed job to keep us 
hanging around for that reason, especially the no brainier suffering, dying and dead ones. VA fudged 
and got caught using rolls of dead vets billing GAO for medical services. GAO screamed, ‘LET MY 
DEAD VETERANS GO!’ Charlton Heston as god’s right hand man said, ‘that was good.’ Some dead 
vets might’ve been legit from waiting so long for a triple booked appointment until called to see a 
clinic, quack & wannabe practitioner. 


The agency got into trouble when going to other extremes to do that, however. Ever hear of 
VA Candyland? Kinda like Disneyland but instead of gut wrenching fast food, annoying kids, and 
theme park rides that assure what one just ate is coming back up faster than the ride one is sitting in 
moves; VA Candyland dispensed opiates in economy sizes even Hershey could not outdo at Halloween 
dispensing chocolate kisses. In fact, the drain on opium poppy growers was so bad black markets 
dried up because they could not fill demand. The Godfather was screaming, ‘LET MY DRUGS GO.’ 
Mexican drug cartels said, ‘that is good.’ So, VA had to swear off and shut down VA Candyland. 
Cold turkey reigned savagely adding more pain to now narcotic addicted veteran lives. Nearly a year 
later VA got around to issuing Methadone to help them come off narcotic addiction. Like VA’s 
perpetual, willful blindness about Agent Orange and other things that permanently FUBAR a person’s 
life - Addiction? VA never heard of it. 


There was a good side to that kinda sorta - VA got it right 
or close enough for government work in that even a deaf, dumb 
and blind squirrel finds an acorn at least once in its life. VA got 
that one in proximity to the beam FOR ONCE. What else can 


one do for terminally, sick, suffering, crippled and the DOA 
waiting to give up his or her ghost and die already? 


Bioweapons and all else that military creates and uses have one purpose and only one purpose: 


TO CRIPPLE & KILL PEOPLE. Again, they are designed for only one thing and that is to kill people, 
lots of people, in the worst way possible. No antidotes, treatments, or cures exist nor are they created. 


WHY GIVE THE SOTS YOU JUST POISONED AN ANTIDOTE TO IT? GET MY 


DRIFT, BINKY? YOU ARE DEAD ONCE EXPOSED TO THESE THINGS. INSTANTLY 
OR LONG TERM EITHER WAY, YOU ARE FUCKING D-E-A-D! 


DEAD CURES BETTER THAN AS EVEN TIME CURES ALL THINGS 


~D-E-A-—D~ 
CURES ALL ADDICTION 


So the US medical Industry’s cop-out in not treating pain from fearing addiction is bullshit for 
that reason alone but there is more bullshit in addition to that. When a hurting patient is not in the 
MD’s office paying his or her bills s/he and all of their friends are losing money. Addiction? Who are 
these birds trying to ki 





People are needlessly suffering over a goddamned fiat money system, human stupidity and 
greed! Back in the 1970’s our local elected US looter Jim Wright knew that; he was speaker of the 
house long before nut bag Pelosi. We knew he was in office because his name was on a freeway sign 
around town somewhere. I think once he left office some other dirt bag politico’s name sign replaced 
it. These are attached with Velcro, and change with the ass Texas is kissing in Washington DC at the 
moment. Not all good things in Texas are good. Our state has a brown ring around the mouth too, that 
not even laundry soap brand Shout can wash out. Texas is in the True confessions guilty booth with 
the rest of them come budget time: forgive me my father in DC for I have sinned: fill in the 
blanks. The only good thing he did besides leave office was to pass a bill that allowed doctors to 
mercifully treat dying and terminal people with the really good drugs that the Roman church dispensed 
millennia ago to those who could pay for them. This was when the Vatican and Pope named ‘dope 
lord’ ran Top Secret opium routes between the Orient and Rome. The Roman Church had a monopoly 
on the first Western opium trades back then. 





However, Wright’s law got shelved like Grahm-Rudman’s balance the US budget law placing 
spending and budget caps on congress to control US’s national debt spiraling out of this world. Like 
taking the credit card away from the naughty old lady who simply cannot resist buying the whole mall 
because Victoria’s secret is having a ladies things sale. The bastards in Washington and she just got a 
different line of credit at Discover then let go again with the battle cry - SPEND LIKE DRUNK 
WOMEN SAILORS AT VICTORIA’S SECRET. History is good for something, ya know. Read it! 
Knowledge will set you free of all this socialist bullshit propaganda. That is why HISTORY BOOKS 
are kept under lock and key and sold in plain, double wrapped, brown paper bags, from the section in 
back of the porno shop behind the former Tower of Power, butt-plug, kinky rubber and whip dept now 
called in compliance with Socialist PC regulations, The Buttplug-Cortez dept. 


Yeah, you will be surprised at the things you never knew about that go on in hell, which you do 
not want to know or ask about anyway. Those authentic, really, raunchy, history books are very hard 
to stomach. Not even fake news goes near them. rar In school only a hard-core whip 
and chain masochists studied History or Government studies that required government clearances and 
a need to know to access secrets PTB never wanted the dumb-masses of school kids or anyone else to 
learn. 


Ever wonder why history and government classes always had 
the driest, flavorless, milquetoast, homeliest, old spinster still 
dressed in a Victorian, no not Victoria’s secret, black smock, 
bad breath, with a personality that not even a desperate, 
struggling, dying cockroach drying in flat wall paint would find 


exciting teaching them? So that even mentioning the word 
history caused students to break out in a rash worse than Agent 
Orange - all the rest of your life? The reason is so that you 
would never again go near it. Same ruse worked for teaching 
government classes. This socialist terror tactic works better 
than decapitated heads staked at the history & government 
classes’ palace front gates. It smells better too. The only 
activity in attendance at History and Government halls of 
learning are maggots, not school kids, eating ‘bad to the bone’ 
cleaning those staked heads down to bare skulls. Did you ever 


wonder why? 





Ignorant proles are docile, obedient slaves that believe anything especially propaganda. 
Socialism is evil, I tell ya. The idea is keep you supporting and feeding those parasites until death 
mercifully frees you as a slave from hell. Then your body feeds the worms. I don’t care where you 


hide it those worms will find it. 





News Flash! Young and old, history is enemy to PTB because it records human traffic passing through 
this place. Our ancestors left maps to follow leading to locations of the best titty bar and grills, beer 
halls, fishing spots, and pest free whorehouses. These are the relic remains of why you are here. All 
the aforementioned is only distraction away from real reasons why: to find the escape hatch outta here. 


This ain’t heaven but you can see it from here and it ain’t a titty bar and grill! Get my drift? 
“Let my Tittles & Beer go”, sayeth Frank Zappa, but PLEASE look out the GODDAMNED window... 
READ PLATO’S ALLEGORY OF THE CAVE!! This ain’t heaven notwithstanding ‘tittles and beer’ 
I don’t care what Frank Zappa said. Actually those maps are ancient knowledge that if studied even 
with titties and beer lead to wisdom. A man needs a break from his studies, ya know, and those do 
help to release tension. 


This ancient knowledge if understood is the treasure chest map to understanding what is this 
place, how you got here, why you are here, what is your purpose for coming here and it aint for ‘titties 
and beer’ — in heaven that costs nothing and is delivered free just call in an order on 2 for 1 night!!! So 
why visit hell for hot beer !!! 


Most importantly those before us left clues about how to get outta this place! Just follow the 
beer and chips trail leading to find the golden ACEES ejection seat with your name on it. I got one 
there too, stay out of mine. Texas Scorpions hitting a fat lady’s ass in the bathtub are ‘mama’ 
compared to any squatters that I find in my golden ejection seat and parachute outta here, I tell ya. 
Ever hear of Napalm rockets? Even Texas scorpions and gators run from that shit. Do not sit in my 
seat not even for fun. It is rigged only for me and I am not taking chances of a manufacturers defect 
that it works for anybody. Go find your escape hatch. I will give you a HINT. It ain’t in church, or 
any religion, or other cult. You will not find your way from any body, no one in bodies not even me; 
the best anyone else can do for you is as a finger pointing at the moon. Find and understand that moon 
and you hit Bingo the jackpot outta here. The (Truth) of it is everywhere including sitting on the end 
of your nose. 


Folks this place has a mandatory purpose for all of us passing through it. That is to face our 
dark sides in a dualistic paradigm that separates spirit souls into basic components like a prism 
separates light into separate light spectrums. In the singular realms we cannot do that as one energy 
force. Not as a singularity. Unless the single light spectrum separates through a prism one cannot see 
the individual, separate parts all working together as a whole. This is a dualistic prism that does that to 
souls aka as spirits so that we can face, tame and deal with our most troublesome spiritual aspects of ‘I’ 
or self, our dark or evil spectrum. A soul or spirit cannot evolve past that point until dealing with it. 
The only place where that is possible is, drum roll please, HERE. That is why souls remain 
earthbound until doing so, and that is a personal choice of free will and free will not ‘I’ whether to stay 
here forever, if required, or choosing to do the painful work then getting the hell out of here to the real 
cold beer; titties are optional. That means not in group hugs, candle light vigils holding hands and 
chanting ‘Kum Bi Ya’ or other collective activity. ‘I’ not ‘us’ in this realm. Us is in another realm not 
of the physical. Metaphorically, real beer is to die for; ya gotta die to here in getting to it! Not even the 
Kennedy’s or Prometheus could smuggle that stuff in. Remember Lucifer? He and Prometheus got 
caught doing that red handed. You know what the Old Man did to Them? Voof! Wanna see two guys 
get the heebie-jeebies mention that smugglers blues deal gone sour SNAFU. I tell ya! 


Now don’t get stuck on words like evil, energy, light, spectrum, dark, indigo kids and shit like 
that.... I am desperate for vocabulary putting this into words what cannot be expressed with words. I 
can only breathe what I am trying to project to readers. Words all deal with the same aspect of duality, 
which is the opposite of light or good, ‘The Good’ (The Good One) is the head Poo-Bah fountainhead 
from which everything flows. This is ‘separating wheat from chaff,’ ‘gold from iron pyrite,’ ‘pure 
from corrupt’...ad infinitum. Words spanning across the ages all saying the same thing. All souls and 
everything else are corrupt in the physical realm and must pass through the purifying fire. I tell ya 
even the gods make this ‘trial by fire’ journey, no exceptions. Not even superman! However, 


something burns off, a soul is better for it and now can move on to better things in the Universe’s 
causal chain of existence. 


This short Broken People 13 is hairy, not as in the hairy, classic porn, 3-ho, 3-hole district 
sense. Back then a lady never sent her carpet out for cleaning unlike Neo-age women do. Ladies, have 
a heart when the carpet is out for cleaning cover the bare floor. Bare floors look gross with the lights 
on... This ending is not my usual insane ranting you should have enough of that already. 


It is people like they actually caring for our veterans not the fucked up US government and VA 
and associated parasite VSO, charities and other cling-on’s that resemble dingle berries hanging from 
one’s ass over the toilet bowl. We pay those birds for fucking breathing and for shitting all over the 
place like what one sees under a goose roost. Doubt that Google VA then sit back for the socialist, 
goose roost, shit storm. 


. Yes, I rag 
America but you got it coming and here is why. Remember in the biblical story when god said to Lot 
[find one righteous person in Sodom and Gomorra and I will not nuke the bitches?] And Lot could 
not. He must’ve been looking in VA to not find one righteous person in the whole building. So god 
dropped some really, heavy shit on them out of ‘The Hole’ in NM. There still remains a piss & shit 
stain bigger than Cincinnati at that location. Now, the place is a tourist attraction. Tourist’s use masks 
not because of Covid but to hold their lunch down because the place still smells so badly. To find it, 
just look for the sign hanging on Lot’s old lady as a salt pillar with ‘X’ marking the spot. That is 
mainly a target for passing dogs to aim at when sharing doggie gossip on Fido’s grapevine since no 
fireplugs exist in proximity. Believe it or not dog piss odor is an improvement over the smell. S&G 
must’ve been one rank place of characters. Lot’s old lady found out that it is not nice to disobey the 
Old Man... You’d think Adam and Eve’s example would have taught women about that, but humanity 
insanity never learns from history or its mistakes especially women who keep repeating them. Can 
you say “Ooops!!’ I forgot to take my pill. 


The only reason god has not wiped his ass and flushed twice using America as divine toilet 
paper, as in Sodom and Gomorrah, is because of America’s unsung heroes like my neighbors who do 
actually make personal sacrifices caring for we Veterans. God loves and takes care of them in return. 


They say that god saves the best for last. Yep, in my case, yep. Because of them and others 
like them, I have loved and been loved in this life, which makes it a life well lived and the ‘...best 
revenge,’ said Socrates. Why? Because mounting storms of dark world forces seem to do everything 
against the righteous walking among us. The demons run amok. That has happened before and it did 
not turn out good. Recently my neighbor wrote me a little note with these words, 


Yes, neighbor I have been loved in this life and that is the best 
revenge... 





Until next time if I am unfortunate enough to still be painfully living in this shithole, I am outta here. 





A fine print disclaimer: Covid is a hoax. Why give the sots you just poisoned an antidote to it. Don’t let that get around. It is a 
leaked secret like the bullshit leaked lab theory. But it is true Covid is a hoax. The next one will not be. 


